SUNSHINE AND DUST
road up to the farm again; Well, we've made a loop!
whether it was five miles or forty; and this had been a dear
little loop , . . about four thousand miles. Nicolette ground
as calmly against her curbstone as if she had never left it; and
down Marsham Street that night, we were sure, slept the sleep
of one who after long and fearsome wandering, returns to her
own.
For London was so pretty! We had left her still wintry, and
here she was, shaking greenery at us from all her open spaces
-one forgets how many of them there are; blue sky and fluffy
clouds overhead, and all Mayfair with flower-boxes at its win-
dows, It was wonderful to have this weather to go about in.
Good-by, leafy London; something more than leafmess is
calling us , . . a spot where our roots are far down, like the
bushes and trees along our old walls. I thought of Babs* poem.
My thoughts are far across
The unbroken seas,
To where the soft rain
Is spreading a lavender mist
Over the new green
Of those hills
That are the houses of my heart
And she and I went to the bow of the boat as it plunged
across the north of Ireland, to feel the spray in our faces. We
felt as if we might get home faster, that way.